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Upon the Death of the Moſt Illuſtrious Princeſs 


HENERETTA MARIA, 


Durches of Orleans, & 


} Hat ayles the Town? what is it clowds their eyes ? 
And ſpeaks them Martyrs to grief's crueltics ; 


W hart ſudden change hath turn'd our joy to ſorrow, | | 9 


When ſwelled Lungs, breath from the air did borrow, 
To expreſs that joy, which muſt nor laſt till morrow. 


Heneretta's Landed now art Dwver Peer:, 

't here th* Air did darce at the Guns Mus'cal ſound, 
And how each Hollow, did that ſound confound, 
To ſee her Landed ſafe on Engliſs Ground. 


But ha'nt you ſeen a black Clowd at Noon-day 
To bereave Phebs of his brighteſt Ra 


 $o when our Joy was rayſd up to the ſeiete, 


Death interpoſ'd his Shade, CEcclips that light 
Ard turn our Noon of Joy, to Sorrow's Night. 


Heneretta Dead | and Heaven no notice give 

By Blazing Comets , that do only live | 
Upon thoſe Vayours, which th*Earth doth expire 
In Sigh, when Heaven her Princes do dc(ire, 

To attend their Scrvicz,at its Sacred Quure. 


Princ:s are Guds a So/oca/m *twould be , 

For t9 deſire the Death of 'ts Deitie, 

Is the Wor'd defenſive, T #telars will have 
Their Lives, for her Protection ſhe mult crave, 
No help can come from ſuch as (lcep in Grave. 


D-ath if ;or Lives thou thirſt's > why doſt not go, 
And take whole thouſands to thy Shades below 
Of Common ſort, ſuch we can well thee ſpare, 
But when to Roya! Branches thou com': near, 


We all the Lapping of that Tree do fear. 


Alaſs I thirſt not (death, doth now reply) 
For Royal Blood, it was her Deltiny : 
The Facal Silters ſurely did Combine, 

To Spin and make for her a Silken Line, 

W hich was the ſooner broke for being fine. 


Kings, Queens, or Princes, all muſt yeild to Fate, 
W hen their decree is paſt complainr's too late : 
Ask Sacred Urns, and they will ſoon reply, 

The Fates of Old decreed — 


And all muſt yeild to this their deſtiny. 


Rivers of Water then give now to me, 

Ii ſoon exhale out their Humiditie, 

T hat now from thence I may ſome Water have 
Enough, to moyſten this, too early Grave, 

Y.t ſcarſe enough, though T the Sea ſhould Crave. 
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Hence let us ſeek ſome doleful Gloomy Shade, 


& By Nature only for our Sorrows made , 
We T here we'l bewai!'s our moſt unhappy Fate, 


Of our loſt Royal Princgſs, who of late, 
Was th'only Female Branch of Brittains State. 


WE Nor need we fear, ſhe'd viſit us again ; 
# If Heaven proud of her, did not detain; 


There now __ the Heavenly Saints ſhe's ſet 


, 2 A Jcwel fit for ſuch a Cabinet, 
8, May we by her Example thither get, 


To ſpeak her Worth, we Mortals ftrive in vain , 
That Honour Angels, can alone attain : 

Yet my endeavers, Reader do not blame , 

If I attempt c©'Illuſtrate ſtill her Fame, 

By an Accreoſtick of her Maiden Name. 


An Accroſtick. 


ere op in Daſt doth he , 

arth's Goddeſs ſee's Mortalitie | 

oſtre-Dame o#r Dame doth hide , 

arth's luſtre doth in darkneſs bide , 

ejoycing Heaven , her Soxl dath claime ; 

arth her Princeſs, Heaven her Saint doth name, 
" bus Alt'rea, ſhe in Marble Sleeps, 

he Altar now her Body keeps, 

nd every Stone for Sorrow weeps. 


ay Streams of Water ever flow , 

nd every Eye a Delluge know , 

ather than ſhe ſhould, want a Tear , 
think Heaven wonld condenſe the Air ; 
nd make us all a Delluge Fear, 


ta) Traveller then yet a while: 


WT arry and vew this Fancral Pile ; 


E ven Urns our Fudgements way informs , 


= W orthies have trembled at a Warm , 
= A nd doſt thou ſee a Princeſs lye , 
 R emember then that thaw muſt aye , 


T he low Tree fall as well as high. 


gs talia fundo, tempore « Lachrymis fic tranſit 
Ma, cujus Felicizati, non eſs. 


T. R. 
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